A WINDOW IN THRUMS
and if I entered the kitchen when she was there
she pretended not to see me, so that, if I chose,
I might escape without speaking to the like of
her. I always grabbed her hand, however,
in a frank way.

On Saturday Tibbie made her appearance*
From the rapidity of her walk, and the way she
was sucking in her mouth, I knew that she had
strange things to unfold. She had pinned a
grey shawl about her shoulders, and wore
a black mutch over her dangling grey
etjrls,

" It's you, Tibbie/' I heard Jess say, as the
door opened.

Tibbie did not knock, not considering her-
self grand enough for ceremony, and indeed
Jess would have resented her knocking.   On
the other hand, when Leeby visited Tibbie, she
knocked as politely as if she were collecting for
the precentor's present.   All this showed that
we wm superior socially to Tibbie.
** Ay, hoc are ye, Jess ? " Tibbie said.
** Huekte aboot it," answered Jess; " juist
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